Professor Emeritus, La Sorbonne Translated from the French by Michael Bishop I would like to present three poets who are very different in age and writing style, Andree Chedid, Venus Khoury-Ghata and Martine Broda, in order to show the diversity of paths opened up by a women's poetry to which criticism and anthologies still give too small a place in France. ' With the first two poets mentioned, I am also eager to speak of the Francophone world of the Middle East, today in regression and perhaps heading for erasure, yet so significant in our literature. There is something particularly simple and direct in the language of both these poets, that reminds us how natural poetry is in the countries where Arabic is spoken. But it is their only (and significant) point of resemblance. To read them is to realize that, both having come to France after living to adulthood in their first homeland, they have perceived the way they belong to two cultures, two countries, very differently.
Andree Chedid, born in Cairo, did not arrive in Paris until the age of twenty-six. She then felt in her mode of being in the world, one of her favorite expressions, the work not of a rending exile, but of a broadening of her sensibility, a dual sense of belonging which she extends to the perception of a universality. This dual sense of belonging is in our very nature, and the experience of geographic change serves to better apprehend it. One would therefore be mistaken in giving to the title of one of her collections, Double pays (Double Country), a purely local meaning.
The double country is ourselves, endlessly swinging between shadow and light, between existential problem and happiness. It is thus that recourse to language may be explained, because our "being in the world" is "what is more than language / but which language sets free" (Poemes pour un texte 56).2
Poetry: a constant exercise of maturation and balance, necessary in order to attain a wisdom identifying the human being with the movement of the earth itself ceaselessly divided and reunified. "I have seasons in blood," Andree Chedid affirms, and the continuation of this poem presents the insistent affirmation of a totality of the self ("I have") Coming to France at age thirty-three, from her native Lebanon, Venus Khoury-Ghata has never ceased to feel deeply her attachment to the country of her roots and her mother tongue. She retains from the latter, in her use of French, a teeming imagination that slips easily from one reign to the other and introduces a certain baroqueness into her poetry. Her charm is never without some disarray. When she approaches the universal, she does so not from the standpoint of her "dual land," but by remembering her mother, her childhood. The sumptuous image of salt thrown into the flames and brightening them leads to the magical union of fire and all the waters of the world. Children bring back with them fabulous natural gifts from all over the world. But, very quickly, this world becomes acidic, causes hallucinations, then takes to fighting and commits suicide in the midst of disorder, leaving nothing behind but confusion and compassion. "Death, the daily bread of the Lebanese," the poet writes elsewhere (Preface to Anthologie personnelle 7) . . . She never forgets it, in this poem with its respiratory rhythm, in which a strange entropy establishes itself with the help of highly concrete images:
The salt my mother would throw into her stove untied the flames' tongues and extended our bodies as far as Lake Baikal
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 26, Iss. 1 [2002] Each of Venus Khoury-Ghata's poems is thus a kind of fable, at once simple and astonishing, in which freshness of sensation brings the reader to the edge of the unknown. She has expressed a genuine fondness for the pre-Colombian Olmec people, a race which disappeared thousands of years ago, yet which lives on furtively with its former beliefs and offers a collective vision of death:
You are laid out right against the cordillera a mirror on your belly to dazzle the south your feet bound together to arrest your journeying into noth- Fables pour un peuple d'argile (Fables for a Clay People): this title, which belongs to the collection concerning the Olmecs, could possibly be the one, out of all of Venus Khoury-Ghata's works, that gives voice, with its calculated impulsiveness, to something rare in French literature. It is the voice of a fragility often close to breakage, but at the same time it pursues an oriental narrative line, takes delight in material things, is tenaciously attached to the world.
Martine Broda, for her part, possesses a strong European culture. The French-language translator of Paul Celan, the author of 6 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 26, Iss. 1 [2002] , Art. 15 https://newprairiepress.org/sttcl/vol26/iss1/15 DOI: 10.4148/2334-4415.1529 a study of his work and others on Pierre Jean Jouve, she has in this way marked out her predilection for writers haunted by questions of lack. Recently, she has published a fine book: L'Amour du nom: Essai sur le lyrisme et la lyrique amoureuse (The Love of Naming: Essay on Lyricism and Love Lyrics), in which she shows that lyricism is not narcissism, but on the contrary a letting go of the subject and its object, a love "from afar," a love of (at times imaginary) "naming" of the loved woman, as troubadours, Dante, Nerval, Jouve, the Aragon of Le Fou d'Elsa (Elsa's Fool) celebrated it. One does indeed feel that she is speaking in her own name, for her own poetry, personally taking to task those who, today, deride lyricism and proclaim it to be pure sentimentalism.
The collection Grand jour (Full Daylight) which was published by Belin in 1994 (and subsequently appeared in diverse publications) traces out an itinerary of "love from afar." It constitutes a "burning at the hollow heart / of a fullness presence": a never acted scene forever is rehearsed eternalness looped about a never acted scene forever dispossesses is the empty burning center. (Grand jour 12) To she who is burned by this center, "awfulness" is revealed, via an insistent reference to Rilke: "Every angel is awful" (Grand jour 15). Walter Benjamin tells us that this angel is the one that makes all things abandoned brilliant and all-consuming. He represents the moment of its passing as a wild pain that places in question our entire being since birth. Not an abstract, metaphysical pain, but at the root of our body and our soul: blood, rending, death. 
